AN   UNSUCCESSFUL   SPECULATION.                   19
announced that at 'eight o'clock precisely Mr. Henry Irving would read the " Lady of Lyons."' At the hotel we eagerly questioned our waiter as to the probability of there being a great rush. He pondered some time; but we could get no other answer out of him than ' Nane can tell.' ' Did he think there would be fifty people there ?' ' Nane can tell'
" Eight o'clock drew near, and we sallied out to survey the scene of operations. The crowd had not yet begun to collect in front of the town-hall, and the man who had undertaken to be there with the key was not visible. As it was getting late, we went in search of the doorkeeper. He was quietly reposing in the bosom of his family, and to our remonstrance replied, ' Ou, ay, the reading! I forgot all aboot it.' This was not inspiriting.
"The door was opened, the gas was lighted, and my manager made the most elaborate preparations for taking the money. While he was thus energetically applying himself to business, I was strolling like a casual spectator on the other side of the street, taking charmed the fancy of a young anions.' "
